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Abstract
Far to the east of Bremen, a youth and his uncle, who was old in that day, walked across a part
of Lueneburger Heide...
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FAR to the east of Bremen, a youth and his uncle, who was old in that day, walked across a part of Lueneburger 
Heide. A fall breeze brushed through the light-streaked 
hair of the two, one white, the other blond, and undulated 
over the sands of the heath. T h e boy's uncle walked slowly 
from age, yet with a high step. T h e nephew had to force 
himself to take a shorter stride, so the old man could keep 
pace. 
T h e youth's foot slipped on a tussock in the coarse soil, 
and the falcon peregrine on his glove balanced herself 
against the movement, bobbing and outstretching a hard 
wing. T h e wind lifted some of her brown-tipped breast 
feathers, flapping them playfully, and trembled the badger-
hair plume that crowned her hood. T h e boy's hand shifted 
again too quickly, and she clutched at the gauntlet and 
turned her head downward indignantly, as if she could 
glare at it through tight-stitched leather. Feeling the bird's 
teetering discomfort, the boy left his worried musing for 
the moment and steadied his arm and his step. 
Two pouches hung from his belt; one bulged with the 
lure, the weighted bag adorned with the drying wings of 
some of the falcon's doomed prey of other times. She knew 
it well and would come falling down to kill it as it circled 
around a man's head, swung on a cord, to knock it from 
the air and tear at the scraps of sheep heart that were tied 
thereon. T h e other pouch held a jostled pigeon that was 
destined to replace the lure today and perhaps add to its 
feathered medallions. 
4 
[ 1 6 ] 
Spring, 1959 17 
For all of his years, the uncle was both astonished and 
mystified as he and the boy walked across the heath. He was 
somewhat frightened, too, because the sight of the boy 
seemed so real and unreal at the same time. A part of his 
own youth was being relived while he watched. It surely 
was no dream or illusion. But here was that same tow-headed 
fourteen-year-old, walking across the heath, carrying a pere-
grine, pouches swinging from his belt. Up onto sheep-crop-
ped hilltops and down into the depressions, where the 
heather grew denser, mauve-shadowed green. The trees were 
the same too: ragged juniper on the knolls and copse of 
larch and oak, and clumps of orange and brown beyond. 
Such scenes and this one, now, could not be distinguished 
from one another in his mind; the many years separating 
the two confused him. It was the time that frightened him; 
what could be more frightening than living a part of your 
life again, he asked himself, and laughed inwardly at the 
question. His pleasure belied the difference, because it was 
the warm, secure feeling the old get from remembering 
bitterness and knowing its meaning. 
So he walked along, perhaps more briskly than usual, 
and more eagerly than the falcon keeper of the Duke von 
Lueneburg ought to walk in public. But this was not really 
public, for the village was three miles behind them, and 
there were only he and the boy and the bird on the heath. 
His eyes smiled at his nephew. Look at him, he thought. 
Scowling at the ground like that, and not seeing it. He 
should mind how he walks; the bird looks uncomfortable on 
his fist. But I can't blame him for that, because he goes 
slower for me, I think, and scowls because he wishes he 
were walking as fast as he wants. Perhaps he regrets asking 
me to come with him today. But I was glad when he did. I 
want to see him work the bird — ah, what is her name? 
Ostar — to see how well she flies now that he says she is 
trained, and if she has spirit or not. 
My God, he wrinkles up his face fearfully. He is worry-
ing over what will happen today, and what I will think of 
it. But he should not: there is only one question, and the 
falcon alone can answer it. That is why I gave him the 
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bird, for that question. Although I certainly had misgivings 
after I did so. The way he flaunted and pranced with it to 
his friends — so childish. Such boasting and vanity is dis-
graceful! 
You cannot hold that against the boy, either, the old man 
told himself. You were young then, too, and for the time so 
proud of your tiercel that you did not even see your friends. 
So, that is right. I hope it is nothing. The lad wanted a 
peregrine so badly and was so patiently eager to learn the 
art from me; he seemed ripe for it. He did well with those 
hawks from the nest by the mill, and his merlins took sky-
larks amazingly. The Duke's lady was pleased with them; I 
will tell him of that today, on the way back. It was fine to 
give them to her as a gift. 
Yes, he seemed ripe, the old falconer thought. So I gave 
him the Duke's newly-caught falcon from Valkenswaard. 
The Duke is entwined in wars and politics now. He doesn't 
care for the hunt anymore, so he gave her freely. It was my 
deed, and it's sad that I have forced the boy into worry-
ing and screwing up his brow like that. But I hope I will 
see today that he has changed. 
The uncle noticed the boy's falcon clinging to her un-
steady perch; at an especially hard bounce, she suddenly 
threw out both wings. Startled out of his brooding, the boy 
stopped a moment to let her calm down. The feathered 
blades snapped back into place, and she nibbled at his 
gauntlet with wavering high-pitched clucks. Then they went 
on, the boy frowning for causing his falcon's misbehavior. 
She does not bate, the old man noted. Three nights it took 
to man her, but he has done it. She is steady on his fist and 
does not fly off. Quite a falcon — big feet and long wings, 
especially. She has a healthy color, and her body was strong 
and hard when I felt her this morning. The boy says she is 
quick and agile with the pigeons, too. If he can get such a 
fine falcon to take rooks as he wants, that will be a pleasure 
to watch. We will see, we will see. 
Cackling and spreading their stubby tails, a covey of 
partridge buzzed up from the scrubby heather before them. 
They glided away over a thicket of juniper farther down 
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the ravine. The falcon heard them rise and fly away and 
leaned forward at the familiar sounds, seeing them in the 
blackness of her hood. As he watched, the old falconer 
leaned a little, too, and remembered the sound and sight of 
his tiercel falling, stooping down on one of them, murder-
ously intent. Then the hit and spray of feathers, and the 
partridge fell, stone-killed to the ground. He remembered: 
he ran to the bells' tinkling, where his peregrine stood over 
his quarry, plucking its breast and hiding it with spread 
wings. He lifted the fluttering killer from his prize and gave 
him a bit of sheep's heart. Big yellow feet that tiercel had, 
and chestnut eyes, with a creamy breast, all black-speckled 
and streaked, and a debonair mustache. 
That fierce spirit was his, his by trapping and his by 
training. Three days and three nights it had taken to man 
him. Three days and three nights he had lived with a hawk 
bound to his gauntlet, feeding and fondling him, till the 
aching arm became another rock to the bird, to stand on 
and feed on. Those are the hours when a man and his pere-
grine are married; then there are the hours afterward, 
watching the tiercel stoop down on a partridge or shoot past 
after a whistling duck and feeling your muscles strain to 
overtake, to absorb the impact. He would ground a dizzy, 
confused heron with no reason but to outfly it, or he flew, 
merely flew, and your eyes stung watching the motion. 
But three days and three nights it took to kill that pere-
grine, the cheesy mass of frounce rotting in his mouth and 
nostrils. It was hard to take, the old man remembered. He 
had wept and prayed and cursed himself. That tiercel was 
the beginning and, he had thought, the end of his short 
career as a falconer. He had degraded his father, one of 
Kaiser Frederick's falconers. His friends were merciless in 
their jeering. Bitterly he condemned himself to his father 
for not seeing the paling feet and dulled eyes in time. But 
that was when he had just become a falconer, a falconer like 
his father and grandfather, and his father and grandfather 
before him. 
That must weigh on the boy's thoughts, too, to be of such 
a family, the uncle mused. They stopped now on a bald 
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knoll. "Shall I cast her off here, Uncle? We are on high 
ground, and there are no trees nearby." His voice faded, 
anxious and tenuous. 
The old man nodded. "This will be a good place." His 
nephew stepped off a few paces and straightened his 
shoulders, an exaggerated gesture too obvious to be tight 
clothes. Freeing the swivel and leash from the falcon's leg 
thongs, he shoved them into the lure-pouch. T h e fingers of 
the glove tightened on her jesses, and he slipped her hood 
off. Out of the darkness now, she blinked at the bright sun-
light and grabbed the fist. Nothing alive, only the dunes and 
the trees. Tail-tipped, she cast a white mute onto the sand. 
The wind still teased her feathers. She fluffed up twice 
her size, shook, and plastered them to her body. Squeezing 
through his glove in excited pulses, her feet reassured the 
bov. "She is in varak." he announced. "T fed her washed 
meat last night, and stones this morning. ' ' 
"It would seem that she is ready," the old man com-
mented. T h e peregrine was bent forward, leaning again. 
Dark eyes scanned the heath, glanced to the lure-pouch, 
and scanned again. " T h e wind is bad today, but she is well-
manned. Have you the lure ready?" 
T h e boy laughed. "Yes, I always tie meat to it before 
going out, in case she were to, to break away." He blushed 
and wished he hadn't said anything so absurd. 
"Cast her off, then." T h e boy's arm swung back and then 
forward slowly. T h e falcon took up the momentum, wings 
poised, and flapped off heavily, her bells jingling. She 
labored to gain speed, the bells still sounding icily with 
the wingbeats, and then she was flying, rowing the air, silent, 
skimming the heath in a wide gyre. She cut back, looking 
for the lure; it was out of the pouch, too, but hidden, 
and she streaked past, her wings hush-hushing and jesses 
trailing proudly behind her like dark pennants. Back again, 
low, but still no lure appeared. As if she knew what was de-
sired now, her next great circle sprang suddenly into a 
spiral. Thus she ascended, around and around and up, 
knifing the air. 
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The nephew grinned at her, floating above their upturned 
faces like a sharp-pointed cross. "She waits on well, I think." 
"Yes, she does," the old man agreed and smiled back. 
"But her pitch is not great enough yet. Wait; perhaps she 
will ring up higher." 
They waited, faces upturned, and a trembling hand felt 
the pigeon in the pouch, while the falcon waited on, climb-
ing a little. Gusts of wind made her stall and side-slip out 
of her circle once, then again. 
— A movement in the heather, far below: seen, but what 
was it? It was not near the Man, here, but away, near the 
trees beyond the village and beyond the millstream. — 
They both stood immobile, grimacing when the falcon 
careened out of her path and glided away in a long, slow 
slope, sailing with the wind. 
"The lure! Quickly!" the old man yelled. It flew out, 
the dead wings fluttering crazily. Then it was hissing around 
the nephew's head, to the length of its cord, faster and faster, 
till the string hummed. 
"Ostar!" The cry died, muffled between the knolls. The 
boy ran, galloping wildly down the sandy slope, through the 
heather, up onto the next hill. "Ostar!" he screamed. 
He stood for a long time on the hill crest, long after the 
falcon was carried beyond eyesight, long after the lure had 
fallen beside him. He waited, fingers clenching to feel the 
squeeze of her feet again. He waited until the wind had 
dried his face, until he knew she would not come back. Then 
he picked up the lure and walked slowly down the hill, 
stroking the unharmed pigeon in its pouch. He met the old 
man at the bottom, his head bowed. 
"I am sorry she is lost, Uncle. But for my failure, that 
falcon was a fine bird. There can never be another that, that 
could. . ." He looked up. "But she was not mine." 
The elder man smiled at his nephew. "You had manned 
her. It was the wind that blew her away." He was sure of 
it now. 
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